*    The Sleeve    *
President, we regard the present expedition in the light

of routine/

At the conclusion of these highly flattering remarks,
which were as grateful to Yazathingyan's recumbent
back as the sun's rays on a winter morning, conchs
were blown, the curtain descended and the King dis-
appeared. The audience at an end, those attending it
were free to disperse. But the Chief Minister remained
where he was, stretched on knee and elbow, his wide
sleeves carpeting the floor about him, for he desired by
prolonging his obeisance to emphasise the compli-
ments of which he had been the recipient. Thihathu,
rising to depart, was irritated to observe that he blocked
his path. He waited an instant to give him time to get
up, but Yasathingyan did not stir. The prince, already
put out by the praise of the minister, concluded that
his immobility was a calculated slight. When this mis-
taken notion entered his head, his irritation passed be-
yond control. He felt a tearing at the roots of his mind.
Reckless wild thoughts rushed through it. So it had
come to this, he was no more important than one of the
carved figures on the walls. He might not exist for all
the minister cared. Sunk in exaggerated obeisance to
the father, he refused the common courtesy of passage
to the son, spreading his sleeves to trip or force aside
the heir-apparent. It was past bearing, beyond all in-
solence. Grimacing in the suddenness of his rage, he
spat on the sleeve in the sight of the whole mandarin-
ate. There was red juice of betel in his mouth and the
silkbrocade was stained suddenly as by a splash of blood.
At this atrocious insult there was a hush* The man-
darins were frightened, but they were also interested.
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